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KILLERS 
THREE 



by Gardner F. Fox 



NICOLAS THE APACHE crept along the 
slime-wet sewer ledge, deep under the 
streets of Paris. In his right hand was a long- 
bladed knife. It glimmered in the dim moon- 
light filtering down through a grille high 
above. 

Ahead of him a shadow moved. Nicolas 
crouched back against the wet sewer wall. 
He lifted his knife. "He comes now, Ie cochon! 
The pig! On him I will blood my knife, my 
little Georgette!" 

The man came forward, cried out. But Nico- 
las was already leaping. His arm swept down. 
The long steel blade buried itself in the throat 
of the screaming man. There was a gurgle of 
hot blood. The man's eyeballs rolled back. He 
slumped. His body fell lifeless to the edge of 
the ledge. 

Nicolas bent over the man. He snarled, 
"Peste! One more killing to my credit. This 
makes number — twenty-four!" 

Calmly he wiped his bloody knife on the 
coat of the dead man, gave him a kick with his 
foot. He stood like a statue, hearing the faint 
splash of the body as the body hit the water 
and was slowly carried on by the sluggish flow, 

out to sea. . . . 

* * * 

Eddie Mack patted the barrel of his short- 
barreled tommygun affectionately. He looked 
out of the window of the cab that carried him 
through the Parisian streets. He grinned to 
himself, put his tommygun back into the 
violin case and lighted a cigarette. 

"Ten grand," he mused, "Dat's not bad 
dough, Eddie-boy, just fer pumpin' a few lead- 
jackets into a guy. It's a lotta moola, as a 
matter of fact. It means plenty of good rye 
and lotsa lamb chops." 

Mack thrust back his sleeve, peered at his 
wristwatch in the light of a streetlamp. 9:27. 
"Just in time to catch the gee comin' out of 
his apartment!" 

He leaned forward and tapped on the cab- 
window. "I'll get out here, Bud. You keep on 
goin'. I'm gonna jump." He shoved a fifty- 
franc note into the driver's hand. The driver 
whistled and shrugged. If the passenger 
wanted to risk his neck, that was all right by 
him! 

Eddie Mack jumped. He ran a few steps to 
maintain his balance, then faded into the 
shadows. In the darkness, he lifted out his 
tommygun and patted it. "Ten grand," he 
chuckled, and focussed his eyes on the apart- 
ment doorway. 



A man came out, paused to light a cigarette. 
Eddie Mack stared at the red carnation in his 
buttonhole. "Dat's him," breathed Eddie Mack, 
and. lifted his tommygun. He sighted briefly 
His expert finger touched the trigger. 

Rat-a-tat-tat! Rat-a-tat-tat! Rat-a-tat! 

The man with the red carnation folded in 
two as though he were made of paper. Red 
stains sprang to life across his white shirt- 
front. Blood spurted. His knees buckled and 
he went down, to sprawl grotesquely on the 
sidewalk. 

A police whistle shrilled. Eddie Mack took 
one last look at his victim, turned and sped 
away into the night. 

* * * 

Incense rose and floated from the little 
bronze Buddha on the table. Ling Foo sniffed 
it appreciatively, supple yellow fingers sliding 
along the silken cord that drooped in his 
hands. He turned toward the radio that looked 
out of place in the oriental luxury of his 
rooms. 

"News flash! News flash! The prominent 
attorney, Marcel duBruif, was shot down and 
killed by an unknown assailant at 9:36 this 
evening " 

Ling Foo smiled happily. He murmured, 
"One of them gone. Now if Nicolas has done 
his job, too . . . the rich Soulard estate will be 
mine! My brother Paul . . . taken care of by 
Nicolas . . . my uncle Marcel duBruif already 
dead . . ." 

A girl entered the room, carrying a tray. 
She said in a whining voice, "Does m'sieu 
duBruif wish anything else?" 

Ling Foo whirled. His black eyes narrowed. 
He spat, "How many times must I tell you to 
call me Ling Foo, you scatter-brained idiot ?^ 

The girl shrank back, frightened. She whij 
pered, seeing him stroke the silken co£~~ 
advanced on her, silently, across th 
oriental rug. He smiled cruelly, "Yj 
been in my employ a long time, 
know I pose as a Chinese mandarin 
of my peculiar skin and facial formati9 
know too, that as an Oriental, I securj 
wealth by — ah — ridding the world of i 
— ah — dangerous to various world 
ments. Eh? You know all that!" 

"M'sieu . .'. for the love of le bon Dieu . . . 
please . . . not the cord . . . not the — !" 

The doorbell shrilled. Ling Foo straight- 
ened, glared coldly at the trembling girl. He 
smiled, "Answer the bell, Marie. You are safe 
with me, as long as you remember who I — 
am!" 

"Ye- yes, your Hi- Highness." 

Nicolas the apache stood in the doorway for 
only an instant. Then he was gliding, snake- 
like, out of the hotel corridor and into the 
room. His nostrils twitched as he smelled the 
incense. His ratlike features lighted as he saw 
Ling Foo. 

"I got him. As I told you I would. Paul 
(Continued on inside back cover) 
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INTO mbH 
6EAK, THE 
VZWIZZ Or TUB 
MUZPEZ CAR 
PBLiBEZATSLY 
&LAM& INTO 
TUB HBLPLEZ& 
eOBBV... 






Air SCOTT HUNTEZ FLIN6>e 
OfEN THE •STftECT POOR 

theke/ f{/\L, — ' 





A PlNOy CAF WT 
MUCH TO 6-HOVV fOZ THREE 
MUZPEZS.' COULPNT EVEH 
REAP THE UCBNZrE 
NUM&EIZ OS THE y 




-v -A.N HOtJg. LATBK, AT TUB "&LA.CK PKA&ON"—A 
M/6HT CLUB, IN LOMPON'& SOHO PI&TIZICT. . . 





I HAVB 6-PENT TWQ YEAK5 
0UILPIN6 THE MO&T POWER- 
FUL UNPEZWOZLP ORGANIZATION 

LONPOK UAZ BVEZ. &EEN/.. 

TOMMY MING, POOR LAP, 
LACICBP ONE QUALITY 
I PEMANP OF EV.EZY 
MEM3BR... 




ah, ye^, poppy... 1 
ueazp your number 
tonight. . . your 
voice is enchanting ! 
. . . &ut-er- you 

5EEMEP A 
TRIFLE ON 
EPGE 









Later: 




I HAP A NOT/OM THE ORIENTAL 
Ct/RX, /vtUCPEeec /VTOUR: FLAT, WAS AN 
ENTERTAINER:— FROM H££ H£AW aaake- 
UP—ANP WHAT WITH THE HATCHET 
NUM.VEK'b ANP ALL, I OUE6-&-EP THE 
ZiN ORGANIZATION TO BE LOCATES? IN 
ORIENTAL PlSTRlCT 
OF&OHO..- 




3* / 



I TRACER THE eiRL'i 
MURPERER"? CAP TO A 
eOHO -5-HOP— CHECKEP A 
FEW NlTERIE^ TWEN 
CAME UPON THE "BLACK 
PZAbON 1 ' CLUB ANP 
THE WOUNPEP 
HATCHET- /1AAN... 




A TCMfrT— 
TO MR 
ZIN 
ANP.. 

rm 
mm- 




JXOT FAR AWAY, IN A PRISON HOSPITAL... 



THE FOOL*} &i.L\£V£ ME REAPY FOR 
THB HAN&MAN!...HA/—IH BUILPlNb 
My ORGANIZATION l CON- 

•S'jceeEP 5-uch a fv&i&iliTy 

A6> THf?.. 





JOHN PAUL CHASE, IYAS, IN THE ANNALS OF CRIME, 
A NOBOPY, YET, IN HIS SHORT TRAGIC CAREER 
LIES ONE OF THE MOST DRAMATIC STORIES OF 

THE MAN BEHIND THE BIG 6UNS OF CRIME - 
FOK JOHN PAUL CHASE WAS- 




JOHN PAUL CHASE WORSHIPPED BANDlTRy ! 
TO HIM THE HEROES OF THE WORLD WERE JUPGEP 
Si THE NUMBER OF MEN THEY HAP KILLEP— 
BY THE NUMBER OF DOLLARS THEY HAP STOLEN! 
IN HIS SHORT ,TRAG/C CAREER LIES ONE OF THE 
MOST DRAMATIC STORIES OF CRIME, IN THE 

TRUE STOKVOF THE KILLER BEHINP THE KILLER 1 -* 





CHASE JOINED THE SMALL-TOWN BOOTLEGGER, 
BUT ONE PAY, WEEKS LATER... 



THIS IS PA LAST DELIVERY 

are gotta make , pen 

we're finished, 
seventy-five pis week, 
oa boss is sure 
makin' pough 




P0U6HJ BALONEY.' HE'S 
SMALL FRY. I'M PUCKIN' i 
OUT. PAL, TOMORROW < 
I'M 60IH- IN WITH THE 
TOP GUYS . THE GUYS THAT 



THE STOREROOM OF THE LARGEST LIQUOR 
SMUGGLERS IN THE COUNTRY- • ■ 




/ THINK I CAN TRUST YOU, 
CHASE.' I'VE JUST BEEN 
HIPIN6 OUT WITH THIS 
SMUGGLIN' GANG 
'TIL SOME Of THE HEAT 
WENT OFF. YOU SEE MY 
NAME AIN'T BURNETT. 

. I'M NELSON- "BABY-FACE" 

L. NELSON I 



NELSON.' THE-THg l 

BIG SHOT KILLER' 

AND YOU'RE MY PAL .' 

IT CAN'T BE TRUE. 

you'll never be 
sokr1 you trusted 

me, baby-face! 
i'd pie for you. 



T 



fe& 



several pays LATee 



GET A LOAPOFTHISJ WANTED J I'VE-TVE t 
For SHEARING JAIL- BABY- / GOT TOGO- 
FACE NELSON. 1 AND WHO . 
IS BABY-FACE NELSON f 
YOUR PAL, CHASE-JIMMY 
BURPETTJ . 




THE APARTMENT 



YOU GOT T'GET 
MOVIN', BA8Y- 
FACEl FATSO 
SPIEP YOUR 
PICTURE IN A 
POLICE MAG. 
AN' HE SPILT IT 
TO TH' GANG.' 




A HOSPITAL ROOM IN VALLEJO , 
OWNED ANP OPERATED BY AN 
EX-SAFE BLOWER, ONE OF THE MOB. 



I CAME JUST AS I GOOD! HELEN WAS 
SOON AS I GOT C OPERATED ON, BUT , 
YOUR MESS AGE j ) WE CAN LEAVE A 
BABY- FACE J ^/ IN THE MORNING . ™ 
NOW HERE'S THE PITCH, 
CHASE. I 'M TARING YOU IN 
WITH ME- AS MY FRONT - ANP 
YOUr FIRST JOB IS TO GET 
AR. GETGOIN' 




THE FOLLOWING PAY IN THE 
NEWLY PURCHASED CAR . 



WE'LL HEAD FOR 
MINNEAPOLIS - ( 
ANP W GANG. 
THERE'S A PRICE 
ON EVERY HEAD 
YOU'RE GONNA 
MEET FROM 
NOW ONj CHASE! 



THOSE ARE 
TH' KIN PA 
GUYS t 
WANNA KNOW, 
BABY -FACE. 
TH' KINPA 
GUYS I 
WANNA BE 
LIKE J 




BABY-FACE NELSON'S APARTMENT, THE MEETING 
PLACE OF CUT- THROATS, MURDERERS, ANP THIEVES.' 



V — *• 

BOYS, I WANT'CHA 
T' KNOW JOHN PAUL 
CHASE-MY FRONT 
GUY- WHICH IS 
SAYIN ' ENOUGH! 
GRAB YER5ELFA 
DRINK , CHASE. 





wiwieuT 



x%i som'm nsee m "pick w"sqmf 
negotiable bonds from an 
unsuspecting citizen , keep 
th' motor runnin'— we may 
have to pull out ma hurry 




i pipn't want to shoot the ] 
olp fool, but he was m akin' ' 
too much noise j we'll have 
to blow Town— the guy 
was a big shot— there's 
. gonna be trouble j 




F.B.I. HEADQUARTERS , THE 
FOLLOWING MORNING 




J SAW THE CAR 
THE KILLERS 
- IT HAP A 
CALIFORNIA 
LICENSE PLATE 
NUMBER 6H-+7F. 
BOTH FELLOWS 
WERE YOUNG ~ 
ONE HAP A REAL 
BABY- 



. WITH CHASE TAKING ALL THE RISKS. . . 



I'LL TAKE TEN L^ 
GALLONS OF GAS— 
I'M STUCK ON THE 
ROAP 




PACK TH'GRUB 
IN A LUNCH 
BOX- MY FAMILY 
ANP I ARE 
GOIN' ON A 
PICNIC. 




WELL, HERE J WE'LL PITCH TH" RIP WITH 
WE ARE < HELEN'S SISTER ANP HEAP 
BABY-FACE, ) FOR RENO, NEVAPA . 
SAFE AND / I GOT PLENTY OF PALS ' 
SOUNPJ /THERE. THEY'LL KEEP ME 
COVEREP 'TIL THE MINNEAPOLIS 
FUSS BLOWS OVER I 



A SAFE JOURNEY CROSS-COUNTRY- 
THEN, BREMERTON, WASHINGTON... 




*f ret a gzusuhg oeivSj * 
gangsters ' mm oar m gem, «ev. 



YOU'LL BB SAFE 
HEKEj BABY- FACE - 
BUT MAYBE YOU 
CAN HELP US OUT. 

ya see, two of our , 

BOYS ARE IN A JAM. 
THEY PULLEPA LITTLE / 

MURPER JOB- AN' 
THERE WAS A WITNESS. 
AH IMPORTANT WITNESS! 



sbvekh v*y$Lfrst>, 




CHICASOj TWO PAYS L4TB&. 



JUST SOT IN, PAL . THE 

TOWN I JUST LEFT 

WAS HOTTER THAN HADES' 



I GET YA J gETTEIF 

HIKE YOUR FAT FRIENP I 

TO COME UP- WE'RE A 

60IN' TO NEEP HIM J 

\l' COME TV THE MEETIN' 

ROOM I 



LATEtr,, 

'he'll be net£) 

YOU'RE TOO HOT TO OPERATE NOW, \ IN THE 
CHASE. WHEN FATSO GETS HERE J MORNING, < 
' HE'LL HAVE TO PICK UP THE /BOSS-REAOY s 
STUFF WE'RE GOIN ' TO NEED \ AN' WILLIN' 
FOR THE SANK JOSS — YOU'P 
BETTER STICK UNPER COVER.' 






THE SENTENCE . 



1 SENTENCE YOU, HELEN 6ILLIS NELSON 
AND FATSO NEGRI TO PRISON FOR THE 
PART YOU HAP TAKEN IN HARBORING 
A CRIMINAL . AND YOU, JOHN PAUL CHASE, 
FOR THE MURDER OF INSPECTOR 
SAM COWLEY, I SENTENCE YOU TO 
ALCATRAZ PENITENIARY FOR THE 
REST OF YOUR LIFE . IT IS TOO RAP 
THAT SPECIAL AGENT HERMANN 

e. mollis Aap to give his own life 

TO EXTERMINATE THAT OF BABY-PACE 
NELSON. WHEN WILL YOU GANGSTERS 
EVER LEARN THAT CRIME DOES 
^g v NOT PAY J 




W£g gf the 'mw~mm .mmm. 



MEETS THE 



KlUER ip 



IT WAS THE PERFECT POISON RACKET UNTIL.. 



One sunny day in"twe office of 

TOM Rice OF THE NEW yORK HOMICIDE 




SIX MONTHS A60 ONF OF My 
CLIENTS DIED, LEAVING A $50,000 
INSURANCE POLICY TO HIS WIFE 
YESTERDAY THE WIFE DIED 
LEAVING ANOTHER f 50,000 POLICY. 
MV OUTFIT, THE AJAX INSURANCE 
COMPANY, 15 SUSPICIOUS. TOM 
YOWE 60T TO COME TO THE , 
> -~^^MOR6UE WITH ME' 



WELL, WERE We ARE. 

gy the w/av, who was 

THE- &ENEFICIARV / THE. 
NAMED IN THE- <NeYT-DOOR 

WOMAN'S INSURANCE-JNE'ISKBOR- 




DIEI> OF TETANUS. CANT MISTAKE\ MRS. RLACK > 
IT. ANt>,£ENTLEY, !>lt> YOU NOTICE HAP A MANX 

THOS6 LITTLE SCRATCHES ON HER / CAT. SHE LEFT 
HAND? EXACTLY LIKE THE ONES /IT TO WATSON, 
I &OT FROM COPPER. OUR / ALON6 V/lTtl TUE 
OFFICE CAT, WHEN YOU BURST (INSURANCE MONEY ANt> 
THROUGH THE >OOR / / T«E REST OF HER 

ESTATE. I'D LIKE- You 
TO SEE PR.. 
IVAT&ON.TOM 





an?> a; e>e^ppic!4e.v <y- 

TUE E&TATg oP THE LATE 
MR6. &LACk, y<3U Wo POU5T 
CAM TELL US S0METMN6 
OP MER PEATH, PR.WATSON 





I'M So SOR.RK MR. RICE.' &UT TUB CM 
CAUSED ME TO PROP THE RETORT. IT WAS. 
JUST CARBOLIC ACIP. 

the Worst you could 

HAVE GOTTEN WOULD / THAI SO ? 

HAVE BEEN A.&AD / WELL, MYVJW, SINCB 

gy/?A/ / ^ you're- SO &USY, I'LL 

COM€ &ACK ANOTHER 
TIME. 






NI6HTFALL FINDS TWO WATCHFUL WAITERS 
OUTSIDE DR. WATSON'S HOME.... 



Look, tomj 
watson's letting 
the cat out the 




T WAD TO 
FROM THIS 
ALL RIGHT 

k OFF THE F 


6ET 50ME: CUPPINGS fH 
. CAT'S NAILS. J J* 

BENTLEy SHUT r^=\ 
-ASH LIGHT/ y Y 


i^TT^^P 


i^WS88 




^I^x^kM 


DrtcJV j 








■ Jl 




■P-^r / 


N 


^^^fl 
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0", ves rue insurance company tolp 

ME THAT THEY PONT INTENP TWBNIN6 THE 
MONEY OYER 70 YOU. YOU ZEE, THEY'RE NOT 
5UKTE IF MRS. BLACK WAS INFECTEP »y 
TETANUS OR Ml/RPEREP BY IT. 




QUICK, POCTOR. 6IVE ME A SHOT OF THE TETANUS 
ANTI-TOXIN. THEN TAKE A SPECIMEN OF THE BLOOC 
FROM THE SCRATCH AND 6ET IT EXAMINED BY THE 
T0XIC0LO6IST AT THE LAB. ILL WATCH THE 
HOUSE SO HE WONT SET AWAy. 




%Hggl& H£mCKg Of&Cg, MONMOUTH SOUND; M J, 

VA/EVE CHECKEP VOUR. 
ALIBIS. YOU'RE ALL FREE 
TO SO-'— EXCEPTING, 
BLACK ACE ANP FRANK. 
HEIDEMAN. TAKE THEM 
BACK TO THE COUNTV 
JAIL., SERGEANT ! 




EVEW COLLAR I HAVE fCOUNT ON ME, 
IN THE NA/ORLP IS IN I ^HERIPC, I'LL. DO 
SACK OF VOU. I WANT >— n WV BEST ! 

THE REAL MUEPEREH 

CAUGHT 1 






^eu VW A SOO"? J06, 
W6.UMAMN,W6's A SOUr 
TO CRACK . MOW. TAIL 
MIM ! 



©6HT,CHtEP, !"U, 
STICK CLO*£«5, 
THAN HI* SHAPSMC 




I'M LOOKING YSURE ANP rvE Y VOUCiT 
A POINE ROOM 
ON THE THIREP . 
FLOOR, T> 
WAV, PLEA-9E ' 



FOR A ROOM 




MUCH 



S£VGRA£ If AYS L.ATSK A/GAR A 
LUNCHROOM /Al TH* Ate/GHBORHOOP '..* 



HE TAKES ) ) / I'LL PUT ONE OFOUR A&ENTS 
ALL OP WS ^\4 BEHINP THE COUNTER. HE'LL 
MEALS HER£, ) \ AKKAN&E A CASUAL MEET- 
STORMER ! L> I ING. FROM NOW ON X)UR * 
T~l NAME IS KARL SCHWARTZ. 




<^t* l ^T 



Arr£R SEVERAL. PAYS OP tfATt*/*, 
Ai.ON&GtPE OP EACH OTMSAX 



ANVTHINS NEW 
I N THE PAPER-, 
BUPPV ? 



NO, THERE ISNT. ^ 
(5IVE ME MV CHECK., 
PLEASE, I'M LEAVING.! 




WHAT'S THE MATTER. 
WITH THAT 6UV. DOESN'T 
HE EVER TALK TO 

ANyeooy? 



PONt MINP Hl/V^,^ 
HE'S A NICE &uy 
COMES IN REGULAR, 
NEJSViOUS THAT'S 




7//^ F0LLOW"*& OAy.. 



I'C? LIKE "TO KNOW VOU. 
WE'RE gOTH GERMANS 
ANP SHOULP BE 
FRJENPS. My NAME 
IS FRANK 
HEIPEMAN 



MAYBE -yOU 
ARE KISHT, 
OKAY, I'M 
KARL 
SCHWARTZ i 




7m rH£tM£&t<m TJSSr 
£-gnMmv0f?. rum A^r^v _ 



IT'S BEEN SWELL HAVING VOU 

TO SHAKE MY ROOM, SCHWARTZ 

I WAS VERY LONESOME 

BEFORE VOU CAME <* 






AT "rue CAMg& TtJBATXg. 



I--1-PE.EL.-- 
KINPA--5ICK 
L-LET'S-GET 
OUT-OF-HEKE 




A PTER NEUMAMAJ HAS HAP 
ANOTHER TALK W/W SIVRMOi. 



HERE.HEIPEMAN, TAKE A 



~r 



LOOK AT THIS, THEV'EJE 
LOOKING FOR VOU, want To 
Q.UE6TION YOU ABOUT 
THE AAARIE SMITH MUKKR.'. 




THAT--- IF--I HAt? HIAA 
HERE l'C>— SCHWARTZ. 
LET'S GET OUT 
OF TOWN ANV / SURE, 
PL AC E - - - S SAY, HOW 



<2v F£B.Z7. 19/1.. FOUe /YKWTHS 

APre/e the s/zurat- slav/h&? 

..- IN A HOTEL /H y0NK£KS-. 





<X M+y 24, 1911 

PBANK HEK76MAN 
B» A 1 e> 
THE 6XTK6W6 

PENALTY 

POR THE N1UK.06R 

OP NIA.RUS SMITH 1 

© 

Fin li 





PRIVATE EYE 




IP he Dark shadows of 
TowtSCHASE AMUSEMENT 
►*\RK THROB TO THE MUTtO 
308BIN65 Of TWO TlGHTiy 
LOCrteU FiGUKES... 






With a vicious wrench 
of tortured muscles, 
ace'hksh pulls free.. 



I'VE FOUGHT DiRTY FIGHTS 
bEFORE - WHERE r GREW 
UP .' YOU &OTTA DO 

SETTER 1 * THAT.' 




J7U0DENLY-THE WORLD REVOLVES AROUND 
^ACE'S HEAD AS EVERYTHING GOES BLACK .' 





IN KELLEY'S POOL PARLOR HALF 
AN HOUR LATER... I T f tMP 

WELL,I'LL BE- ACE A DOWN FOR 
WHATCHA DOIN' DOWN JsOME DOPE, 

HERE WIT ■ OE— - GUTS. W 

RlFF RAFF f J KNOW ASMODEUS? 

HE'S SOME SORT 

<tl£_ ^OF MAGICIAN 



YOU BETCHA I KNOW HIM 
' HE'S A CON MAN . TAKES 
FOLKS WIT' CUTE LITTLE 
BLACKMAIL SCHEMES. HE'S 
A 6000 MAGICIAN TOO. AN 
HE CAN HYPNOTIZE FOLKS 
YOU WANTA WATCH OUT 
PER HIM. HE'S TOUCH . 




r THAT CHANGES THINGS. I WANT . 
k T0 SEE YOUR STEP-MOTHER. ASM0OEU5* 
r ISN'T THE KINO OF GUY TO STEAL 
JEWELS. EVERY CROOK HAS HIS 
SPECIALTY. ASMOOEUS'S IS- 8LACKmMl! 




A. PIST0NIN6 FIST- A SHRILL CRy.' AT THE 
PEAK OF ITS RUN THE SCENIC RAILWAY LOSE5 

a passenger; r — 




aumi 



duBruif. In the sewers! Peste! He likes to 
roam, does Paul." 

Ling Foo said softly, "He is — was — a police 
reporter. There is good blood in his veins. He 
would have been wealthy — one day. Instead, I 
shall be wealthy in his stead." 

Nicolas grinned. "Got some plan to inherit 
his dough, hey? You yella monkies are plenty 
smart. Got to hand it to you." 

"I am smarter than you think, Nicolas. Tell 
me. You are an expert killer. Are there any 
greater killers than you?" 

The apache looked amused. He said, "I have 
heard of a man named Edouard Mack. He is 
an American gangster. A trigger man. He has 
killed twenty-three men, they say. I, Nicolas, 
have killed twenty-four!" 

Ling Foo laughed softly. "Confucious says 
that only they are modest who have nothing 
of which to boast. What of Ling Foo, man? Is 
he not a great killer?" 

Nicolas shrugged. "He is half myth. I have 
heard stories, yes. But I do not believe!" 

"Disabuse yourself of doubt, Nicolas. / am 
Ling Foo. I kill — but secretly, so the police of 
many nations will not hunt me down. And yet 
• — I have killed only . . . twenty-two men. Not 
co many as you . . . nor so many as Eddie 
Mack!" 

"You!" gasped the apache. "You — Ling 
Foo? The killer?" 

Ling Foo bowed graciously from the waist. 
His elaborately ornate silken mandarin robe 
rustled. His long fingers toyed gently with the 
silken cord. He heard Nicolas laugh harshly, 
triumphantly. 

Nicolas rasped, "You fool — to tell me that! 
Now I will have something with which to 
blackmail you, to get some of your wealth in 
my own hands! Ten thousand francs you were 
going to pay me for Paul duBruif's death? 
It shall be five hundred thousand francs!" 

Ling Foo barely moved, but his yellow 
fingers flew forward and a silken noose 
knotted itself around the neck of the apache. 
Nicolas opened his mouth to scream, and the 
noose tightened. Swiftly, inexorably it choked 
off his voice, the air . . . precious air to 
breathe! 

Nicolas could not struggle. He gasped and 
writhed, but the lack of air drew a black cloud 
across his eyes, made his muscles turn weak 
as water. He fell full length on the thick rug, 
twitched once, twitched twice, and was still. 

Ling Foo waited calmly. Then he leaned 
forward and touched the man's skin. It was 
cold. Rigor mortis was setting in. Gently Ling 
Foo disengaged his cord and sat back. He 
mused, "I am tied with Eddie Mack now, 
Nicolas. I have killed twenty-three men. One 
more, and I will tie you. . . .!" 
* # # 

Eddie Mack rubbed his finders together as 
he came into Ling Foo's apartment. He did not 
have his violin-case with its tommygun with 
him. This was a purely social visit for Eddie 
Mack. He had come to have a drink of peach 



brandy and to collect his ten thousand dollars. 

"I got'm for ya," he said. "He's deader'n a 
doornail." 

Ling Foo smiled graciously. He riffled the 
sheaf of greenbacks in his hands, noting how 
Eddie Mack stared at them, how he wet his 
lips with his tongue. 

Ling Foo bowed and handed the money 
over. "May they be as lucky as " 

Eddie Mack had both hands full of money. 
He was looking at it, too. Ling Foo had the 
cord tight about his neck before he realized his 
danger, and by then it was too late. 

Eddie Mack put up a fight. He threw the 
money from him and came for Ling Foo. He 
threw a left hook, but the killer was ducking 
around behind Eddie's stumbling body, both 
hands mercilessly tightening the cord, chok- 
ing off the air that Eddie Mack needed in his 
lungs in order to stay alive. 

Eddie Mack fell to his knees. Ling Foo 
cursed and tightened the cord, cutting into the 
flesh of the neck. "Die! Hurry up!" 

Eddie Mack died. He writhed his life out 
on the rug. Ling Foo rose, panting. He glared 
down at the dead gangster, breathing hard. 
He whispered, "So! Now I have tied the 
apache. I have killed twenty-four men, too. 
And since Mack will be the last man I shall 
ever kill, we rest tied for honors as the great- 
est killers of modern times!" 

Ling Foo laughed and tossed the silken cord 
from him. He watched it loop through the air 
and start its fall. He glanced down at the still 
body in front of him. His lips twisted mirth- 
lessly. 

"I will get rid of you and Nicolas. I will pay 
Marie off and leave the apartment. I will 
return to Paris — two months from now — and 
pretend to be very surprised at the inheri- 
tance. My plans are well laid. Nothing can 
change them. I will no longer be Ling Foo, the 
great killer. I will be Henri duBruif, an honor- 
able gentleman." 

Ling Foo laughed and added, "But I will 
have to hurry. I must dispose of the bodies 
and catch the one o'clock express. There must 
be no delay. I will hurry — " 

He ran across the room, yanking the man- 
darin robe from him. He ran swiftly, not 
noticing the noose that dangled from the 
chandelier above him, where he had thrown it. 
The noose caught at his throat and the nocse 
tightened. 

If he had kept his head, he would have been 
able to escape. Even if the knot were some- 
thing only an expert could disengage once it 
tightened, he might have won free. But Ling 
Foo — or Henri duBruif — lost his head. He 
tried to break the noose and the silk was 
strong as steel. 

He died a slow death, but he died. The 
greatest killer of all hung there in his own 
apartment and kicked out his life helplessly. 
But he was the greatest killer. His own death 
made the number of his victims — twenty-five! 
—THE END— 
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